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By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.
J.—i“ﬁb' MONTGOMERY ILAGG lns
drawn four pictures on pages 1, 6,

23 and 260 of a book ealled Family. The
rest of the book is by Elinor Glyn., These

drawings are in Mr. Flagg's best genre.

The first is eroto-andante. The second is

eroto-mystico. The thitd is crolo-tango.
The fourth iz religioso-stiletto.

In the first picture Denzil “walches her

with burning, longing eves, waiting for
ber to spesk.—Page 1827 1 turned to
page 1582 and got all flarmed. “I love
you! I love you! And she fiercely
clasped her arms around lis neck” 1
glyned along. “‘And your lover wanis
vou,” and Denzil wildly returncd ber fond
caress.” Carramba! I elinored down the
page with visions of Thais, Salammbd
and Carmen eating cancers of enriosity
into my imag. “She had, ‘ndeed, forgot-
ten that ghastly eolossns in her absorption
in their own two selves” T was puzzled,
but the end of the page was in sight and
I found that Amarylis had “stendies”
who had fallen at Mons and the Marne.

5o I began to read the book (some re-
viewers do, oddly). Family has a sub-
title, The Av.dening of Lady Ardayre.
This awoke reveries in we of Lady Aud-
lew's Secret, which every Philadelphian
will remcmber was pluyed for seventeer
nights in concussion at Forepaugh's ten
twent-thirt by George lesrock and his
incomparable company of mimitable Thes-
pians. Great days! The dwakening of
Lady Ardayre! The musie of Swinburne
is in that line. At-a-lau-ta in Cal-y-don—
say it like that. What an improvement on
Throe Weeks! A title witheut lilt or
lithesomeness or lallaby.

The names of the inmales of this book,
however, are superlatively poctie. Lend
your tymp. a moment and get these:

Sir Johr Ardayre.

Amaryllis Ardayre.

Buceubus.

Verisschengko,

Harietta Roleski.

Bweet Lady of My Soul.

Mum.

As you ean imagine, there ure enough
names here for & great plot and seven un-
dercurrents. The latter are interesting,
for Mrs. Glym has berome s0 subtle and
enigmatic in her style in late years that
even Henry James, aided by his copy
of Browning’s Scrdello, would have had
difficulty in eoaxing out the arcanms of
meaning from the mane of metaphors and
the souse of similes. But it is not the
story, after all, that is the thing in the
books of Elimor Glyn. Tush! the Greeks
said it all.

It is the prose that puts her in a class
all by herself. Take the last line in the
book: “So perish all spies!” Nothing
ragged here. A simple, direct exclama-
tion, with meaning as plain as a frank-
furter. And patriotic. Take this on the
first page: “She had lived in the country
and was as good as gold” The most
recoguizable of all similes, as the virtue of
A. A. is here eompared to a very simple
substance, althongh not now in eireulation.
Turn to the tragic thirteenth chapter,
where the Fates are doing a marathon in
the footsteps of these poor children of
destiny—but why quote when we must tel]
something of this grest story? I am not a
Jewel plucker, but a book liar.

It is this way: 8ir John Ardayre went
boneymoonng in Paris with his lovely
young brnide, Amaryilis, and it iz nlmost
spoiled by the fear that Le will die without
an heir, in which ease the family title and
estates wonld go to a seoundrel whe
cluims to be his half-brother. Prompted
by a sense of duty to his family, Sir John,
unknown to Amaryllis, adopts a daring,
unconventional solution of ‘he problem,
aided by his eousin Denzil [+ page 125],

and soon it 15 announeed there will he an
Lieir to the house of Ardavre,

This outline anly hits the high spots
The book is ehnste encugh, altbough we
counted sevenleen dilferent unsinkable

lounges up to page 175 and the rog motif
of Three Weeks bolis up agmin, which
shows what great difficalty literary genius
has in forsaking ils carly scenic obses
sions. Hanretta got into jail in Chapter
XXIII. (why do Nuscians always get
into jail?) and here are scenes that Dos-
toieveky would have given his celebruted
shirt to have wnitten. D. wore this shirt,
if you recall, for six years. Mrs. Glyn
is going the way of us all—she 1s reading
the Russians. 1t is the Rign-mortis of all
sad literary souls.

We ecannot tell you any more of the
great things m this book, as 1t was made
to be sold, and we never ean understand
why beok reviewers are permitted to
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The author of “Belgium,” drawn by McCutcheon in Brussels,

“hlow” the story in books. However, the
climax is terrific—have vou ever dropped
a penny in the slot down'n Fourteenth
street and heard the ravings of John Me-
Cullongh? Have you ever heard Corse
Payvton set? Not a marker!

No wonder Chatlerton committed sui-
cide. He eouldn't write like that!

FAMILY., Br Eumxom GLys.
& Co. $1.50.

D. Appleton

“Labrador Days”

E will not kill you.

You are to pay—
Two white bears.
Twelve white foxes
Three live dogs.”

Sounds Hke onc of oar new poets in
his more lucid moments, but is the Eskimo
value set mpon a reslly great man's life.
We found it in Labrador Daye, a new
eollection of short stories by Dr. Wilfred
Grenfell gathered from the fishing folk
smong whom his work as medieal mis-
sionary i8 condusted end told in ‘the
homely simplicity of their own vernacular.
It is a varicty of missionary work that
Dr. Grenfell is domg in giving us these
stories, though of = snlh-h sort. He
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"

dogs."” Of course! Ii is by

$1.75 net. Order of
uny Bookseller or

LAD: A Dog

The New York Evening World calls this:—
“A dog-book that carrics more keen interest and heart appeal than
any other volume of the kind written within the pest ten years.
It will pay you to read ‘Lad: A Dog.’
The interest never once slackens. It is an epic of dog literature.
. In its pages Lad lives again, and in the heart of every reader. There is
something about a good dog story which carries @ powerful appeal to
all normal people. This is such @ book. Its author evidently knows

ALEBERT PAYSON TERHUNE
E. P. DUTTON & CO.

It strikes a note that s m-cs..,t

681 Fifth Ave.,
New York
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wishes, unless we are mistnken, to put an
end to the million and one foolish ques-
tions that he has spent a large part of
his hife enswering. 1o one of the skelches
he refers to a nive, cheerful group visiting
his hospital. “The ever recurrent ques-
tions had been msked and patiently an-
swered—yes, the ice was cold, but not
always wet; tee plare of the snow was
hard on the eves; dogs do delight to bite;
and so on.”

Some of us have read enough to avoid
these pitfalls, other books by Dr. Gren-
fell or some one else, or by good chance
have met Captain Pesry at a chafing dish
party. Let the rest of us bear in mind
sueh tragedies as this of Juke Newmen
of Rogers Cove, who left bis own town
after dinner to feteh a load ¢f wood and
was found three duys after buried m
snow, not two hundred yards from his
front door, frosen to death. There are
tales of heroism and romance which you
must read and revelations of strange cus-
foms:

“The weddimg wes in true Labrador
gtyle. Every one from far and near was
present, quile without the formality of
an invitetion. Every scrap of room was
needed to secommodate the guests, and ot
night Lardly an inch of floor space but
indged scme sleeping form wrapped in
blunket, while the hardier ones with sleeps
ing bags contentedly erawled into them
out in {he snow, as is their eustom when
nothing better offers”

No less smusing is the Eskimo's method
of putting pamful events out of mind.
When a person dies be 1s never men-
tioned pgain, and if any one living in the
vicinity happens to have the same name
he mmecoutinently changes it. “As a resull,”
Dr. Grenfell adds, “eonfusion not infre
quently arises, for a man whom you have
known all his life as “John' s ‘William'
the next time you meet him.”

LABRADOR DAYS. By Wiureen T. Gues-
- il Daoston: Houghbton Miflin Com-
pany. $L30,
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Cricket’s heart, iike
an appendix, seems to be atrophied
from lack of use. Mother is too
busy, father doesnt’ know how, and
governesses and teachers are more
concerned about her manners. So
Cricket becomes ,a child of rebel-
lion, playing pranks that one en-
joys heartily, but with the feeling
that Cricket herself doesn't. In
time Cricket discovers her own
heart. She doesn't know how big
it is, until the biggest man in the
world comes and fills it. Net, $1.50

By Marjorie Benton Cooke

CRICKET

At all booksellers

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & (O.

The wverse of John Mcira
the soidier.poet
whe fell In France,
and an excellent blographicnl
emmny by Sir Andrew McFPhall
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